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" Narrow and short, a corpse's length, no more:

n And by it, in the due receptacle,

" The little rude brown lamp of earthenware,             520

" The cruse, was meant for flowers but now held blood,

" The rough-scratched palm-branch, and the legend left

" Pro Christo.    Then the mystery lay clear:

" The abhorred one was a martyr all the time,

" Heaven's saint whereof earth was not worthy.    What ?

" Do you continue in the old belief?                        526

" Where blackness bides unbroke, must devils brood ?

" Is it so certain not another cell

" O' the myriad that make up the catacomb

" Contains some saint a second flash would show?    530

" Will you ascend into the light of day

" And, having recognized a martyr's shrine,

" Go join the votaries that gape around

" Each vulgar god that awes the market-place ?

" Are these the objects of your praising ?   See!         535

" In the outstretched right hand of Apollo, there,

" Lies screened a scorpion : housed amid the folds

" Of Juno's mantle lurks a centipede !

" Each statue of a god were fitlier styled

" Demon and devil.    Glorify no brass                      540

" That shines like burnished gold in noonday glare,

" For fools !   Be otherwise instructed, you!

" And preferably ponder, ere ye judge,